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But was she worth the button on Asquith's boot ? Could she
be a mother to his family ? These were the questions which she
now put to herself:
" I was filled with profound misgiving when I realised that the man
whose friendship was what I valued most on earth wanted to marry me.
Groping as I had been for years to find a character and intellect superior
to my own, I did not feel equal to facing it when I found it. I had no
reason to think I was maternal, and I was haunted by the thought that
if I married him I might ruin his career. I realised the natural prejudice
that all children since the beginning of the world must have against
stepmothers, and the idea of duty accompanying love was repellent to
me, and would be perceptible to a man of his insight and sensibility*
Nurses, nature, and fairy-tales do nothing to discourage this prejudice,
and having a mother of my own—patient, unambitious, and wise—I
felt I was not worthy to undertake the care and guidance of exceptionally
clever children brought up in different surroundings from my own.
My friends, who in their delight at my parting from Peter, had missed
no opportunity of bringing Henry and me together, were overoome with
anxiety that so famous a man as the Home Secretary should contemplate
marrying so frivolous a person as myself—and I was cautioned—by all
but Arthur Balfour, Jowett, George Curzon, George Pembroke, St. John
Midleton, Lady Manners, Mr. Gladstone and my sister Charty—to give
up any such notion. I was told that I was not marrying Henry, but his
five children, and that I had not the discipline, education, or selfless-
ness to take such a hazard. I was well aware that what they said was
true. Fortunately there was something in my nature, as there was
in my husband's, that has enabled me always to have a life of my
own.
Henry spoke little to me of his children—to whom he was as devoted as
his wife had been—as he felt instinctively that my fear of being a&
inadequate stepmother was the barrier that prevented me from taking
my final decision.
That he did not care for hunting, out-of-door games, or the good-
humoured, ill-educated people with whom I spent my winters, did not
make as much difference to my decision as my friends supposed, but I
feared that my inadequacy might ultimately cool his great love. Looking
back to-day I think Henry showed far more courage than I did when he
married me. There is a side of his nature which i&w will ever know.
Though modest, he was arrogant, he never had any doubt that in the end
his will would prevail, and his indifference to money, the future, and all
gossip and rumour amazed me. Like myself, he admired those who live
dangerously."
The marriage took place at St. George's, Hanover Square, on
10th May, 1894. The streets were crowded from Grosvenor Square
to the church, and the marriage register was signed by four Prime
Ministers, past and future—Lord Balfour, Lord* Rosebery, Jfc
Gladstone, and the bridegroom. Lady Oxford relates that her old
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